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Into the barge they her take,
As theves shulde, and forth they went.
Upon the see the wind hem hent
And malgre where they wolde or none
To-fore the weder forth they gone,
There halp no sail, there halp none ore,
Forstormed and forblowen sore
In great peril so forth they drive,
Till ate laste they arrive
At Mitelene the citee.
In haven sauf and whan they be,
The maister shipman made him boune
And goth him out into the towne
And profreth Thaise for to selle.
One Leonin it herde telle,
Which maister of the bordel was,
And bad him gon a redy pas
To fecchen her, and forth he went
And Thaise out of his barge he hent
And to *the bordeler her solde.
And he, that by her body wolde
Take avauntage, let do cry,
That what man wolde his lechery
Attempt upon her maidenhede
Lay down the gold, and he shuld spede.
And thus whan he hath cried it out,
In sight of all the people about
gutter Leo*       Hfi ladde hei" tO the bOldel thO,
No wonder is though she be wo Clos in a chambre by her self, l Eche after other ten or twelf Qf yOnge men in to her went. But such a grace god her sent, That for the sorwe, which she made, Was none of hem, which power had To done her any vilainy. This Leonin let ever aspy